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Layne stares morosely out the car window at the pouring rain, picking at a loose thread on the knee of his 


jeans. "This fucking sucks." 

"You wanted to come with me," Jerry reminds him, trying to keep his frustration from showing. 
"| didn't know we were going to spend the whole goddamn time in the woods." 

"Fishing trip, Layne. Being in the woods is kind of implied." 

"But it rained the whole time!” 


"You're really close to whining, did you know that?" 


Layne slumps back in his seat with a sigh, eyes Sliding closed. "Just wasn't quite what | had in mind," he 


mumbles. 

"What did you have in mind?" Jerry really isn't sure that he wants to know, but his curiosity has the better 
of him. Besides, he needs some distraction, some sort of white noise to keep his mind off the fact that they're 
in the middle of a fucking downpour, and he can't think of anything better than Layne's voice at the moment, 
not that Layne would appreciate being likened to white noise: 

Layne straightens up a little, and Jerry can feel the other man's eyes on him. "You really want to know?" 

"| wouldn't have asked if | didn't." Nah, not the time to bring up the white noise comparison. 

"A tent in the woods—" 

"We had that." 

"No, we had a soggy tent in the woods. And don't interrupt me!" 


"Sorry" 


"A tent in the woods, pitched on dry land, maybe an air mattress instead of sleeping bags on tree roots. Even 
better, a cabin" 


"Told you it would be rustic" 

"And | told you not to fucking interrupt mel" 

“Sorry 

"No, you're not," Layne says, but Jerry can hear the laughter in his voice now. 


"You're right, I'm not, but | do want to hear the rest of this story," Jerry says, his hand going briefly to 


Layne's knee and squeezing. 

"Well, okay, but let me tell it," Layne says, mollified. "Anyway, like | was saying, a cabin in the woods-" 
| thought it was a dry tent" 

"You're trying my patience." 

Jerry snickers. "Sorry, sorry. I'll behave. Really." 


"You're such a sorry ass liar, Jerry," Layne says, and Jerry glances over to see him fighting a smile. "Anyway. 


Like | was saying, before | was interrupted for the thirtieth time-" he glares at Jerry, who feigns innocence 
and keeps his mouth shut. "A cabin in the woods, with a very large bed." 


Jerry takes his eyes off the flooding road to glance at Layne, who's smirking at him. "A warm, dry cabin with 
a big bed, huh?" 


"That's right," Layne says, his voice going low and husky, seeming to wrap itself around Jerry. 

"And what would we do with that?" Jerry asks, trying to keep his voice level 

"Same thing we did in the tent, only we'd be comfortable and you wouldn't have a bruise in the small of your 
back from that damn tree root" Layne's hand finds Jerry's knee, squeezes, works its way up the hard muscle 
of Jerry's thigh until it rests on the crease where thigh meets hip. 

‘Layne, l'm trying to drive here." 

Layne slides his hand over a bare fraction, until its resting on the bulge in Jerry's jeans. "It's pouring, Jer. We 
could pull over, wait for the rain to let up," he says, the casual innocence in his tone drawing unsteady 
laughter from Jerry. 


"We really shouldn't," Jerry manages, swallowing hard when Layne squeezes him. 


"We really want to, though," Layne says, his fingers working the button of Jerry's jeans through its loop, 
sliding the zipper down enough for his fingers to slip inside. 


"Holy fuck," Jerry whispers as Layne's hand wraps around him through the thin cotton of his boxers. 
"Pulling over?" 

"There's an old logging road just ahead that nobody uses anymore. I'll pull in there. 

Layne chuckles. "Thought you'd see it my way.” 


Jerry laughs, but its a shaky sound and he's harder than he can ever remember being as he pulls off the 
highway onto the rutted logging road, parking a little way down 


Layne's grin is evil as he ducks his head to nuzzle at Jerry's opened zipper. 
All Jerry can do is run his hands through Layne's hair, his head leaned back on the headrest while Layne's 
mouth works up and down on his cock, sucking hard, then teasing around the head with short laps of his 


tongue. 


‘Cl-close," Jerry manages to stammer, trying to give Layne enough warning to pull away. Layne only works 


harder, humming a little, his hands gripping Jerry's hips to still their movement. Jerry gasps, arches a little, 
trying to thrust deeper as he comes. Finally, he shudders into stillness, panting, as Layne pulls away and smirks 
up at him. Layne's eyes are brilliant, shining with lust and pleasure. Jerry manages to smile, still trying to 
collect his scattered brain. 

Layne pulls himself back up into his seat then reaches for Jerry, winds a hand in Jerry's hair and pulls him 
close for a kiss. Layne's lips are soft, gentle in contrast to the wildness of the storm outside and the charged 
atmosphere inside the car. Layne finally pulls away and raises his eyebrows at Jerry, the look nothing but 
challenging. "Ever fucked in a car?" 

Jerry laughs. "Nope." 

Layne's jaw drops. "You're kidding me." 

Jerry shakes his head. "No, Layne, I've never fucked in a car." Layne's mouth closes on the sensitive skin of 
Jerry's throat, sucking and biting until Jerry's moaning softly, his hands coming up to wind in the material of 
Layne's t-shirt. "I'm all for trying new things, though," he mutters. He can feel Layne smile against his throat. 
"Get in the back," is all Layne says. 


Jerry pushes himself through the space between the bucket seats, squirming and wriggling his way into the 
back seat while Layne laughs helplessly. 


"That was fucking graceless," Layne says as Jerry rights himself. 

Jerry pokes his tongue out. "Well, you said." 

"I know, | know, but this is how you do it," Layne says, opening the passenger side door and flipping the 
seatback forward. Clambering into the back and slamming the door again, he grins at Jerry. "See? And I'm not 


all flustered." 


"Yeah, but you are all wet," Jerry says, wrinkling his nose. Layne pulls Jerry to him, soaking Jerry's clothes 


while Jerry wriggles in good-humored protest. 
"Wait, bitch, you're soaking mel" 
"That was the whole point, Jerry," Layne assures him. 


"But it's cold-" Layne's hand slides under Jerry's shirt, pinches a nipple and Jerry's protests are swallowed by 


a whimper. 


"Feel good?" Layne asks in a whisper. 


Jerry nods, not trusting his voice as Layne ducks down and slides his head under Jerry's shirt, using his 
tongue to tease at Jerry's navel. He moves further underneath the shirt, stretching it so that he can get to 
smooth skin stretched over bony ridges of ribs. 


Jerry lets out a shaky sigh, hands gripping over Layne's back, trying to pull his lover even closer. Layne's 


mouth is hot on his skin, tongue slick wetness marking him and making him shudder and moan. 


Finally, Layne mutters "Fuck" and pushes Jerry's t-shirt up, attaches his mouth to one of Jerry's nipples. 
Jerry gasps, Layne's teeth giving him that pleasure he needs, wants more than anything. 


Jerry grabs the wet bottom of Layne's t-shirt, grapples it up and over Layne's head, tosses it in a wet heap 
into the driver's seat. He grabs at Layne, desperate to touch, his hands sliding slickly over wet skin as Layne 


sucks bruises into brilliant bloom on Jerry's neck and chest. 


"Like that," Jerry mutters, leaning against the door, letting the sting and heat of Layne's mouth build his 


arousal again. 
Layne lifts his head to grin up at Jerry. "Like that? Like it when | mark you like that?" 


Jerry nods, gripping Layne's short hair, trying to pull Layne's mouth back to his neck. "Love it when you do 
that" 


Layne works his way lower, biting the sensitive skin stretched over Jerry's ribs, leaving marks scattered all 
along Jerry's body, humming as he goes. Jerry's writhing by the time Layne gets to the waistband of his 
jeans, loose and pulled halfway down his hips. "Can | take ‘em off?" Layne asks slyly, his fingers already sliding 
inside, tickling at Jerry's hipbones. 

Jerry squirms under the teasing. "You better." 

"Oh, so you're in charge now? You're the one with no experience here." 

"Goddammit, you're smug and frustrating.’ 

Even as he's teasing Jerry, Layne's sliding Jerry's jeans lower, pulling his sneakers and socks off so the he can 
get the jeans and boxers down and out of the way. "Happy now?" Layne mumbles, licking the back of Jerry's 
right knee. 

Jerry jerks, knocking Layne in the nose. "That fucking tickled!" 


"Goddamn! It was supposed to, but if I'd known you were going to break my nose, | wouldn't have done it!" 


‘Its not broken," Jerry says, sitting up and grasping Layne's hands, pulling them away from his nose. 


"How would you know?" 

‘It's not crooked," Jerry says, tilting Layne's head to the side. "No swelling, and I'm sorry.’ 

Layne eyes him for a moment, lower lip stuck out in a mock pout. "You can make it up to me." 

Jerry grins. "Oh, I'm sure | can. What did you have in mind?" 

Layne crawls up Jerry to put his arms around the other man's neck, presses his lips to Jerry's. When he 
finally pulls away, they're both flushed and clutching each other, hands sliding over slick skin. "I want you to 
fuck me," Layne says, pushing his hips against Jerry's. 


Jerry pulls back, the words cutting through his arousal. "Are you sure?" 


"Wouldn't be saying it if | wasn't," Layne replies, the tightness in his voice betraying his anxiety. "I told you 
that I'd let you know when | was ready, Jerry.” 


Jerry lets out a soft breath. "Okay, then" 
"You look nervous, Jer." 


"Well, hell yeah. This is-you've never-" Jerry exhales, trying to gather his scattered thoughts. "I want it to be 
good for you." 


Layne touches Jerry's face, fingers ghosting along his cheekbone. "M with you. Itll be good." 

Jerry feels himself flush. "Your faith in my ability is intimidating.” 

Layne eyes him strangely, then bursts out laughing. "Where the hell did that shit come from?" 

"What, | have to talk like a hick all the time?" Jerry shifts forward, licking a line up Layne's pale throat. 
Layne closes his eyes, making a content sound deep in his throat. "That's nice," he whispers, straddling one of 
Jerry's legs and rubbing himself against Jerry's thigh. 

Jerry moves his leg a little, counterpoint to Layne's rhythm and Layne growls, his eyes sliding shut as Jerry 
slides out from under him. He shifts, moving Layne with him until Layne's spread across the seat, eyes stil 
closed, the slight trembling in his hands betraying a nervousness that Jerry ignores. He raises his hand to 
stroke Layne's cheek, smiling as Layne leans into the touch. "You're like a fucking cat," he murmurs, and Layne 
grins. 


"What do you mean?" he asks, eyes still closed. 


"| pet you, and you damn near fucking purr.” 


"| never told you that you have that effect on me?" 

"No, but it's nice to know," Jerry says, his hands straying down to play over Layne's thighs. Layne moans deep 
in his throat, a little sound that he knows Jerry loves. Jerry grins at him then sits up, kneeling between 
Layne's spread thighs. 


Layne's hands go the buttons of his jeans, but Jerry stops him. "Let me," he whispers, and Layne smiles 


almost drowsily at him. 
"Whatever you want, Jerry." 


Jerry works Layne's jeans loose, slides them down on his hips. "No underwear? You planned this," he accuses 


lightly, and Layne laughs. 

"Yeah, and you're glad | did” 

Jerry nuzzles at Layne's bare hipbone, damp from the wet denim, inhales the scent of Layne and listens to 
Layne moaning softly. "Yeah, I'm glad you did," he murmurs, shoving Layne's jeans down and off before pushing 


himself up to kiss Layne fully. 


Layne wraps his arms around Jerry's neck, licking the skin behind Jerry's ear. "Then get on with it," he says 
hoarsely, and Jerry laughs. 


"Impatient." 

"You want impatient? The lube's in the side pocket of my bag, in the floorboard. Get to it" 

Layne's laughing, but he's serious, commanding, and Jerry has to bite back a moan. He loves it when Layne's 
like this, telling him what to do and when to do it, strong and in control. He fumbles in the floorboard for the 
bag, digs the plastic bottle out of the pocket and sits back up only to be confronted by the sight of Layne, 
leaning indolently against the seat, stroking himself. 


"Christ," he whispers. "You're gonna make me come again before | even get in you." 


Layne speeds his strokes, his breath hissing in through clenched teeth. "You better hurry, then," he says, the 


words breaking on a gasp. 


Jerry flips the cap open and drizzles lube onto his palms, then rubs them together to warm it. Layne holds his 
eyes the whole time, letting Jerry read the want there, the arousal and the fear. 


‘Open for me," Jerry whispers, and Layne spreads his legs, resting one foot on the floorboard and propping the 


other against the seat. Jerry can feel his heart thudding in his throat at the sight; Layne spread out and 


wanting him, and he bends to suck at the tender skin of Layne's stomach. 


Layne shudders, his hands winding in the long thickness of Jerry's hair as he arches his hips up hopefully, 
bumping his cock against Jerry's chest. "Please?" and Jerry smiles against his navel, licks a wet trail lower, 
lower until he's nuzzling Layne's inner thigh. Jerry sucks the sensitive skin into his mouth, using his tongue and 


teeth to work up a bruise, giving Layne the little bit of pain to concentrate on as Jerry works a finger inside. 


Jerry stretches him quickly and thoroughly, using his fingers to tease Layne's prostate until Layne's begging 
for more, harder and faster and more. It's only when Layne's writhing and nearly sobbing that Jerry pushes 
himself back up to kneel between Layne's thighs, slicking his cock with the remnants of the lube and his own 
pre-cum. He drapes himself over Layne, kissing him slowly and gently as he positions his cock at Layne's 
entrance, working the head inside. 


Jerry pushes in slowly, getting Layne used to him, pausing at every stutter in Layne's breathing, every little 
whimper and gasp. "Just relax, relax and let it feel good," he soothes, the fingers of one hand stroking trails 
over Layne's stomach and hips. 


"IFs okay, just do it," Layne finally gasps, arching his hips up to pull Jerry in. 


That last smooth thrust buries Jerry inside, hot and tight, almost too tight. He catches his bottom lip in his 
teeth, forcing his orgasm back as Layne stiffens under him. As Layne relaxes, Jerry can too, slipping back a 
little, then forward again. 


Layne shudders, a keening moan rising out of his throat as an aching fills him, spreading over him from where 


Jerry's buried inside him and he wants more of it. "Move," he urges hoarsely. 


Jerry slips his hands under Layne's shoulder blades, fingers curling up over Layne's shoulders. He ducks his 
head beside Layne's and begins a slow thrusting, his hands squeezing Layne's shoulders to the rhythm he's 
setting. 


Slickness, tight and hot, sliding in and out and Jerry's having trouble breathing except in these little gasps and 
moans, sucked through his tightening throat. "God, Layne," he chokes out, moving faster, hips hitting Layne's 
harder and faster as Layne catches the rhythm he's setting and works with it, moving with him. 


Layne's spread apart, more open than he's ever been, sweat hitting his chest as Jerry works above him, body 
taut as they move together. He raises his legs, knees cradling Jerry's sides and pulling him deeper. The angle's 
changed so that Jerry hits that spot inside him again and he tenses, clenching down around Jerry as sensation 


washes over him. 


"Oh, fuck," Jerry whispers, kissing desperately at Layne's throat. "So close, c'mon Layne, come for me please 


Layne," he hears himself babbling, wanting Layne to be first. 


Layne slides a hand between them, wraps his fist around his cock and pumps himself in time to Jerry's 


thrusts. It's building fast, tightening at the base of his spine and in his balls, then breaking over him, hard. He's 
writhing and panting Jerry's name, voice rising to near scream as hot wetness spatters them both and he's 
coming, vision blacking around the edges as he tries to watch Jerry's face as Jerry finally shudders to a halt. 
He's swearing under his breath as aftershocks make him clench his hands on Layne's shoulders hard enough to 
bruise. 


"Whoa," Layne pants, voice unsteady from crying out. 


"Whoa," Jerry echoes, nuzzling the salty curve of 
Layne's neck just behind the ear. 


"That was-" 
"Yeah." 


Layne bumps his hips up, jostling Jerry's half-hard cock and pulling a soft moan from him. "We're gonna do 
that again" 


"Yog" 
"Soon?" 

"Yog" 

"Its raining harder, Jer." 

Jerry lifts his head weakly to glance out the windshield. Lightening flickers across the blackened, swollen clouds, 
followed closely by an ominous growling of thunder. Silvered tracks of rain pour across the windshield. "Uh- 
huh." 

Layne smirks at him. "You're sounding like a broken record there." 

Jerry manages a laugh, running his fingers through Layne's short hair. "You want coherent, maybe?" 

"Nah, you're good enough." 

"Gee, thanks, baby." 

"Baby?" 


Jerry shrugs, his shoulder catching Layne lightly on the chin "Okay, so l'm incoherent and sappy." 
"Didn't say | was bitching.’ 


"You better not. You've spent the whole weekend bitching." 
"No, | didn't. | spent some of it fucking you." 
Jerry raises his head. "You just can't let me have the last word on anything, can you?" 


Layne grins, kissing Jerry lightly on the cheek. "You wouldn't know what to do if | did” 


